LIFE OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

He had been ill, and the whole island had been
attacked by measles, a disaster which was apparently
attributed by the victims to the sale of their " devil-box."
In the centre of the big house was a circular piece of
"devil-work" an the midst of a ring of white shells,
and the worship of "Chench," the local deity, had
obviously received an impetus from recent events.

The circumstances of this expedition were, of course,
very different from their former leisurely and more local
voyages in schooners. Stevenson greatly enjoyed the
company on board, for two at least of his fellow-voy-
agers were probably unrivalled by any white man in
their experience of these regions, and were possessed
besides of remarkable ability and character.

The altered conditions of navigation were a great
Interest to him, and he was never weary of admiring
the captain's skill in handling the steamer, one speci-
men of which he has recorded in the account of his
first visit to a pearl-shell island, such as, to his great
disappointment, he had failed to visit from Fakarava.

" Nearly two years had passed before I found myself
in the trading steamer Janet Nicott, heading for the
entrance of Penrhyn or Tongarewa. In front, the line
of the atoll showed like a narrow sea-wall of bare coral,
where the surges broke; on either hand the tree-tops of
an islet showed some way off: on one, the site of the
chief village; the other, then empty, but now inhabited,
and known by the ill-omened name of Molokai. We
steamed through the pass and were instantly involved
amidst a multiplicity of coral lumps, or horses' heads,
as they are called by sailors. Through these our way
meandered; we would have a horse's head athwart thelentum.
